Life and Letters

Johns, John Galsworthy, John Masefield, John
Peel, John Corlett, John Smith, John Jones,
John Robinson, and John Barleycorn. There
was also Friar John, Brother John of the
Funnels, doughtiest, thirstiest, and, very likely,
most learned of all. There is no name like it.
Fashions in other names come and go, Thomas
and William slump and boom. Geralds,
Lucians, Marmadukes, Susans, Peggys,
Margarets, Marjories, are the rage of a genera-
tion, and then become sickening to the palate.
A countess digs up the name Gladys for her
daughter; in ten years it covers the country ;
in another fifty it sinks into disrepute ; and
then it goes on flourishing in dark byways
until some new explorer produces it once more
as a fresh and radiant thing. But John goes
on. From the ages when it was spelt Jehan to
the present day the proportion of Johns to the
total population has probably never fluctuated
beyond one or two per cent. It is as fixed as
the English landscape .and the procession of
the seasons. And, like sun, moon, and stars,
roses and oaks, the yearly renewing miracle of
the woods and the cornfields, it never becomes
wearisome or tarnished. Time does not make
stale its infinite sameness; the most fickle
slaves in Fashion's retinue cannot contract a
positive distaste for it.; in its dignity, solidity,
greenness and grave mystery, if defies the
weakness of those who tire of all things.
Nothing affects it; nothing can bring it into
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